EXTREMES MEET

The little man, according to his regular custom, pre-
pared the stage for himself. He darted to the door, opened
it quickly, walked on tiptoe along the passage, noted that
the curtain was drawn over the door into the shop and the
door itself closed, came back into the room, shut the door
of that with tremendous caution, prodded the window
curtains, and then, as it were, turned up the footlights and
began his performance.

" Listen to what I tell you," he said in the low vibrant
accents of drama. " Now, this evening at eight o'clock,
comes to the Legation this German officer of who I tell
you."

" And several others also/' Waterlow interrupted.
Keats was not going to earn an extra hundred too easily.

"The others!" Keats ejaculated scornfully. He
looked at Waterlow and twitched the lapel of his coat.
This was the Levantine gesture to signify disdain of utter
worthlessness. " I speak for my eyes, not my hears only
like them," he said haughtily. " This German officer is
tall, with big moustaches, so." The little man adjusted
his own ragged moustache with a gesture the Kaiser
might have envied. " He asks to me to see the Military
Attache. ' Yes, poor pig!' I think,' I will to show you.7
So I show him to von Waldstein's room. And when 1
leave them in the room I go back inside quickly with an
excuse that I think I am hearing somebody call for me,
and I hear this Major von Rangel . . ."

" Oh, you spell it with an R. Milton spells it with a
D," Waterlow interposed.

46 Why you must have this dam fool Milton when you
are having me I cannot to understand," lie said wearily.

" Never mind, go on."
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